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CHAPTER L

i i

Let Us Btart at the Beginning.

OUR trall worn oxen, thelr necks | yays there’'s debts to pay.

mie all the time about debts, Mommlie
waunts me to go to Bolse to school next
winter, to Aunt Sarah’s, And daddy
I didn't

howed to the yoke of patlent | know you had any, Marthy."

' mervitude, shonid renlly begin this

ulory,

mado would take several

“Well, 1 have got.

whieh you certalnly would skip—unless | any good on earth 1 could put up more

yuu Hike to hear the tale of how the
wilderness was tamed and can thrill
al the stern history of those who did
the tamlng while they fought to keep
their stomachs falcly well 8led with
food and thelr hard muscled bodles fit

for the fray.

There was a woman, "ow browed,
uncombed, harsh of volce and speech
and nature, who drove the four oxen
Iava rock apd rough

farwnrd over

pralrie and the seanty sage. T might

tell yon n grent desl about Mnarthy,

whe plodded stolldly across the desert
and the low lying hills along the Binck.

foot, and of her weak souled, shiftiess

hushand whom ghe called Jase when
she did pot eall bl worse,

They were the ploneers whose lurch-
Ing wagon frst forded the singing
Wolverlne sirenm just where it greens
the tiny valley and then slips between
huge lnva rock ledges to jJoin the larger
strenm,  Jase would bave stopped
thepe and called home the sheltered
Hittle green spot in the gray barrenness.
But Marthy went on up the farther hill
und across the uvpland, another full
<ny's journey with the sweating oxen,

They camped that night on another

Hitle, singing stream in another little
vulloy which was not so0 level or so
grecu-or po wholly pleasing to the eyve,
And that nlght two of the oxen, im-
pelled by a surer lpscinet than thelr
human ownerg, strayed away down a
narraw, winding gorge and so discov-
ered Lthe Cove and feoasted upon Its rich
grassen. Il was Marthy who went
alter them and who recognized the lit.
tle, hidden Eden as the place of hor
drenmy — supposing . she  ever  had
drenwy. So Marthy and Jase and the
four oxen ook possession, and with
much lnbor and many hard yeara for
the woman and with the same numbep
of yearg end as Hitle labor as he could
managge on the mun's part they tamed
the Clove and mude It & beauty spot in
thaut wild lupd. A beauty spot, though
their lives beld nothing but treadmill
toll aud harsh words and a mental
horison narrowed almost to the limits
of the grim, gray rock wall that sur
rounded thewm.

Anothier gturdy souled couple came
afterward and saw the Wolverlne and
mnde for themselves n home upon its
buoks, And in the rough little log
cnbin was born the glrl child T want
you to meet-a girl child when she
shonkd bave been a boy to meet her
father's need and great desire; a girl
ehild whose very nume was o compro.
mise between the parents. For they
called her Billy for sake of the boy
tier futher wanted and Lounlse for the
gir! her mother had longed for to Hglit-
o that lerrible loneliness which the
fnr frontler brings to the women who
Brave g slern emptiness,

When Hilly Loulse was twelve she
wanted to do something big, though
ship wus honzy as to the particular nn
tire of that blg something. She tried
to tatk it over with Marthy, bt Marthy
eeemy to think

eonil not

.{:n\ 8.

Whon she was thirteen Bllly Loulse |

roile over with & loaf of bhread she hiad

Laked all by herself, and she put this

problem to Mavthy:

“vo been thinking I'd go nhead and

wrlte poetry, Muarthy—a whole hook
of 1 with pletures, Buot I do love to
gunke bresd -and people have to eat |
bread, Which wanld you be, Marthy

fl oot nr N Caul Y’

Murthy lvoled at her a minu’e, lent |
brleily to the guestion

ler atlicotion
aud gove what ghe considered good ad
wlve.

“You lemrn how to cook, Billy Lou
{se, Yob don't want to go and get no

; | *D'you Turn Them Calves Out Into
tong. Your maw ain't bealthy, aud | the Corrali™
vour paw Nies good pgrob. Do'tey s
all foolisiness. There alu’t any money | aud learped that daddy still talked

in it."

“Walter Scott pald Lis debts writing

poetry,” sald Billy Loulse argumenta
tively. She had Just resd all abouw
Waulter Beott In' o magazine which ¢
passiing cowboy had glven her. FPer
haps that hud something to do witl
hey new ambition.

Mebby be did and mebby he dldn’t

1’d like to see our debts pald off with

po'try, It'd have to be worth a hul
1ui more'n what 1'd glve for it.”

“Oh
Yhyr Billly
stili rendy with sympathy,
got 1oty sud plles of 'em.
“ning

beyond the !
i

Have you got debts, too, Mar-
Loulsa at thirteen was

“Diaddy's
e bought
ul now he tniks to wom-

hay. But I can't git nothing outs Jase
but whines., Your paw oughta send

has got debts.”

dou't know where the money's coming
from,"

“How much s it goin' to take?" asked
Muarthy heavlly.

“Oh, piles.” Billy Loulse spoke airlly

the subject, “Fifty dollars, 1 guess,
I've got to have some new clothes,
mommie says. 1'd like a blue dress."

“And your paw can't raise fifty dol-
lara?' Marthy's tone wae plainly bel-
ligerent, .

“Uot to pay interest,” said Billy Lou-
{se Importantly.

Marthy sald not another word about
debts or the dutles of parents, What
she (ld was more to the polut, how-
ever, for she hitched the mules to a
ruttly old buckboard next day and
drove over to the MucDonald ranch on
the Wolverine. Bhe carrled §50 in her
pocket, and that was practically all
the money Marthy possessed and had
been saved for the debts that harassed
her., She gave the money to Bllly Lou-
ise's mother and sald that it was a
present for Billy Loulse and meant for
“Ygehool money.” She sald that she
hadnt any girl of her own to spend
the money on and that Billy Loulse
was a good girl and a smart girl, and
she wanted to do a lttle something to-
ward her schoollng.

A womnn will sacrifice more pride
than you would belleve if she sees n
wiy toward helping her children to an
education, Mrs, MaucDonnld took the
muoney, and she promised secrecy—wilh
u leellug of rellef that Muarthy wished
it. Bhe was astonished to find that
Muarthy had any feclings not divectly
counected with work or the shorteom.
Ings of Jase, but she never snspected
that Marthy had made any sacrifice for
Bllly Loulse,

Ho Bllly Lounise went away to school
and never knew whose money had
made it possible to go, and Marthy
worked harder and drove Jase more
relentlessly to make up that 50, She

never mentioned the matter to any oue.
The next yeap It was the same. When
in August she questioned Billy Loulse
clumsily upon the subject of finances

|

| about debts and interest and didu't
wWas coming
from ghe drove over ngaln with money
And again she ex-

know where the money

t | for the schooling.

g | tructed a prowlse of silence,

. She did this for four yvears, and not a
y | soul knew that it cost her anyvihing in
exira
Bhe bought more
cattle and cut more bay and went deep-
er nto debt, for as Bllly Loulse grew
older and prettier and more Accustom-
ed to the ways of town she uneeded
more money, and the August gift grew
The mother
was thankful beyond the polnt of gues.
An August without Marthy |

| the way of extra work

.| harasswment of mind,

und

proportionately larger

tloulug

We bought some
But to follow the trall they | cattle, too, aud they aln’t done 's well's
chapters | they might. If I had a man that was

you to achool, Bllly Loulse, even if he

“fo gaye he wishes he conld, but he

to hide her pride in the lwportance of

I mnch in the winter

and Marthy's gift of money would have
been a tragedy, and so selfish is mother
love sometimes that she wounld have
accepted the gift even if she had known
what it cost the glver.

At elghteen, then, Bllly Loulse knew
some things not taught by the wide
plalns and the wild hills around her,
She wag not spolled by her little learn-
ing, which was a good thing. And
when ler father died tragically be
neath an overturned load of poles from
the mountaln at the head of the can-
yon Billy Loulse came home, The Billy

| of her tried to take his place and the

Loulse of her attempted to take care
of her mother, who was unfitted both
by nature and habit to take care of her-
gself. Which was, after all, a rather
big thing for any one to attempt.

Jase began to complnin of having
“all gone” feelings durlng the winter
after Billy Loulge came home and took
up the whole burden of the Wolverine
runch, He complained to Billy Loulse
when she rode over one clear, sunny
day In January. He snid that he was
getting old, which was perfectly true,
and that he waug not as ablebodied as
he might be and didn't expect to last
much longer. Bllly Loulse spoke of it
to Marthy, and Marthy snorted.

“He's ablebodled enough at meal-
times, I notice,” she retorted. 'I've
heard that tune ever since I knowed
him. He can't fool me!”

Juse maundered In at that moment,
and Marthy turned and glared at Jase
with what Billy Louise considered a
perfectly uncalled for anlmosity., In
reality, Marthy was covertly looking
for visible symptoms of the all-gone-
ness. Bhe shut her harsh lips together
tightly at what she saw. Jase certain-
ly was puffy under his watery, pink
rimmed eyes, and the withered clhiecks
above his thin graying beard really did
bave a pasty gray look,

“D'you turn them calves out into the
corral 7" she demanded, ber volee hard-
er because of her secret uneasiness,

“1 was goin' to, but the wind's
changed into the north, 'n" I thought
mebby you wouldn't want 'em out.”
Jase turned back aimlessly to the door,
His volce was getting cracked and
husky, and the deprecating note dom-
inated pathetically all that he said.
“You'll have to face the wind goln’
home,” he sald to Billy Louise. "More'n
llkely you'll be facin' suow too. Looks
bad off that way."

“You go on and turn them calves
out!” Marthy commuanded him harshly,
“Billy Louise ain't goin® home if it
storms. 1 sh'd think you'd know
enouglh to know that."

“Oh, but I'll have to go anyway,"
the girl interrupted. “Mominie can't
be there alone; she'd worry harself to
death if I didn't show up by dark.
She worries about every little thing
glnce daddy died. 1 onght to have gouo
before—or 1 oughtn't to have come.
But slie was worrying about you, Mar-
thy, She hadn't seen or heard of you
for a mouth, and she was afrald you
might be sick or something, Why
don't you get some one to stay with
you? 1 think you ought to.” She look-
ed toward the door, which Jase had
closed upon his departure, “If Jase
shonld—get sick or anything"—

“Jase aln't goln' to git sieck,” Mar-
thy retorted glumly. “Yub don't want
to let him worry yub, Billy Louise.
I'd worried every time he yowled
around about belng sick 1I'd be dead or
cruzy by now, I dunno but maybe
I'll have somebody to help with the
work, though," she ndded nfter a pause,
during which she had swiped the dish.
rug around the sides of the pan once
or twice and had opened the door and
thrown the water out beyvond the door-
astep like the sloven she was. “1 got a
pephew that wunts to come ont, He's
been In a bank, but he's quit and wanils
fo git on to a ranch. 1 dunno but I'll
have him come in the spring.”

“Do," urged Bllly Louise, pnrl’m\ly

unconscious of the potentialities of the |

future. i bate to think of you two
down here alone. 1 don't suppose any
one ever comes down here except me—

| and that isu't often”

“Nobody's got any call to
down,” sald Marthy stolidly.

come
“They

| sure ain't golng to come for our com-

p'ny, and there aln't nothlug else to
bring ‘em."

*“Well, there aren’'t many to come,
vou know," lnughed Bllly Louise, shak.
-ing out the dish towel and spreading

it over two nalls, as she did at bhome, |

“I'm your nearest neighbor, and 1've
got six mlles to ride—agalnst the wind
at that. I think 1'd better start. We've
got & half breed dolng chores for us,
bt
neglects things, I'll not get another
clinnee to come very soon, 1'm afrald.
Mommle hates to hnve me ride around
You send for that
nephew right why don't you,
Marthy "

AWNY,

“Really, [ don't think Jase looks a bit
well”

“A good strong steepin’ of sage 'l
fix him all right, only he aln't sick, as
I ss¢. You take this shawl"”

Billy Loulse refused the shawl and
ran down the twisted path fringed
with long, reaching fingers of the bare
berry bushes. At the stable she stop-
ped for an almiess dialogue with Juse
and then rode away, past the orchard
whose leafless branches gave glimpses
of the low, sod roofed cabln,

Marthy standing rather disconsolately
on the rough doorstep watching her go,

If |

he has to be looked aflter or he |

It was llke Billy Louise to |
mix command aud entreaty together, |

Blue was climbing steadlly out of
the gorge, twitching an ear backward
with fattering attention whenever his
lady spoke. The horse went on, calm-
ly stepping over this rock and around
that as if it were the simplest thing in
the world to find sure footing and car-
ry his lady smoothly up that traill. He
threw up his head so suddenly that
Bllly Loulse was startled out of her
almless dreamings and polnted nose
and ecarg toward the little creek bot-
tom above, where Marthy bad lighted
ber campfive long and long ago.

A few steps farther und Blue stop-
ped short in the trail to look and lis-
ten. Billy Loulse could see the nerv-
ous twitchings of his muscles under
the skin of neck and shoulders, and she
smtled to herself. Nothing could ever
come upon her unaware when she rode
alone so long as she rode Blue, A
hunting dog was not more keenly alive
to his surroundings.

“o on, Blue," she commanded after
a minute. “If it's a bear or anything
like that you can make a run for it;
if it's a wolf I'll shoot it. You needn’t
gtand here all night, anyway."

Bine went on, out from behind thn|

willow growth that hid the open. He
returned to his calm, picking a smooth
trail through the scattered rocks and
tiny wasbouts, It wus the gifl's tum
to stare and speculnfe. She did not
know this horseman who srt negligent-
ly in the saddle and locked up at the
ecedar grown bluf beyond while his
horse stood knee deep in the little
stream. She did not know him, and
there were not so many travelers in
the land that strangers were a matter
of indiiference.

Blue welcomed the horse with a dem-

ocratic nicker and went forward brisk-
lIy. And the rider turned his head,
eyed the girl sharply as she came up
and nodded a cursory greeting. His
horse lifted its head to look, declded
that it wanted another swallow or two
and lowered its muzzle again to the
water.

Bllly Loulse could not form any opin- | |

fon of the man’s age or personality, for
he was encased in a wolfskin coat
which covered him completely from
hat brim to ankles. Bhe got an Impies.
sion of a thin, dark rface and a sharp
glance from eyes that seemed dark
nlso, There was a thin, high nose, and
beyond that Billy Louise did not look.
If she had the mouth must certainly
have reassured her somewhat.

Blue stepped nonchalantly down into
the stream beside the strange horse
and went across without stopping to
drink, The strange horse moved on
also, as if that were the natural thing
to do—which it was, siunce chance sent
them traveling the same traill. Billy
Louise set her teeth together with the
gueer little viclous click that had al-
ways been her habit when she felt
thwarted and constralned to yield to
circumstances and stralghtened herself
in the saddle.

“Looks llke a storm,” the fur conted
one observed, with a perfectly trans-
parent attempt to lighten the awk-
wardness,

Billy Loulse tilted her chin upward
and gazed at the gray sweep of clouds
moviug sullenly toward the mountains
at her back. She glanced at the man
and caught him looking intently at hee
face.

He did not look away Immediately,
as he should have done, and Billy Lou-
ise felt a little heat wave of embar-
rassment, emphasized by resentment.

“Are you golng far? he queried in
the same tone he had employed before.

“Six miles,” she answered shortly,
though she tried to be decently civil,

“I've about elghteen,” he sald.
“Looks Hke we'll both get caught out
in a blizzard.”

Certalnly he bad a pleasant enough
volee, and, after all, it was not his
faunit that he happened to be at the
crosging when she rode out of the
gorge. Billy Loulse, in common jus-
tice, lald amside her resentment and
looked at him with a hint of a smile
at the corners of ber lips.

“That's what we have to expect when
wa travel in this country in the win-
ter,” she repiled. “Eighteen miles will
take you long after dark."

“Well, I was sort of figuring on put-
ting up at some ranch if it got too bad.
There's a ranch somewhere ahead on
the Wolverine, Isn't there?'

“Yes.," Bllly Louise bit her lip, but
hospitality is an anwrltten law of the
West, a law not to be lightly broken.
“That's where 1 live. We'll be glad to
have you stop there of course.”

The stranger must have felt and ad-
mired the unconscious digunity of her
tone and words, for he thauked her

slmpiy and refrained from looking too |

intently at her fuce

I'ine siftings of snow, llke meal flung
down from a gigantic sieve, swept uto
thelr faces us they rode ou. The man
turned Lits face toward her after a long
sllence. She was riding with bowed
head and face half turned from him
and the wiud allke.

“You'd better ride on alhead and get

in out of this," he suld curtly, *“Your
horse is fresh. It's going to be worse
undd more of it before long. This

cayuse of mine has had thirty wmiles
or so of rough golng."”

“1 think 1'd better walt for you," she
sald primly. *“There are bad places
where the trail goes close to the blufr,

with | and the lava rock will be slippery with
this snow, and it's getting dark so fast |

that a stoanger might go over.”

“If that's the case the sooner you
are past the bad places the better. I'm
all right. You drift along,”

Billy Loulse speculated briefly upon
the note of calm authority in hia volce,
He did not know evidently that she
was more accustomed to glving com-
mands than to obeylog them. Her lips
gave a littie quirk of amusement at his
mistake.

“You go on, I don't want a guide.”
He tilted his head peremptorily toward
the blurred trail ahead.

Billy Loulse laughed a little. Bhe did
not feel in the least embarrassed now,
“Do yon mever get what you don't
want?' she asked mildly. *“I'd a lot
rather lead you past those places than
have you go over the edge,” she sald,
“because nobody could get you up or
even go down and bury you decently.
I+ wouldn't be a bit nice.
simpler to keep you on top."

could not hear what it was., Bhe sus-

1

“You'd Better Ride On Ahead and Get
In Out of This™

She rode on

pected him of swearing.
in silence.

“Blue's a dandy horse on bad tralls
and in the dark,” she observed com-
panionably at last. “He simply can't
lose his footing or his way."

“Yes? Thal's nlce”
| Blily Louise felt like putting out her

tongue at him for ibe cool remoteness
| of his tone. It would serve him right
to ride on and let him break his neck
over the bluff if he wanted to. She
shut her teeth together and turned her
face away from him.

8o, In sllence and with no very good
feellng between tbem, they went pre-
cariously down the steep hill (the hill
up which Marthy and the oxen and
Jase had tolled so laboriously twenty-
seven years before) and across the tiny
flut to where the eabin window wink-
ed a welcome at them through the
storm.

CHAPTER Il

A Book, a Bannock, and a Bed.
LUE led the way straight to the
low, dirt roofed stable of logs and
stopped with his nose against the
cloged door. Billy Louise herself was
«deceived by the whirl of snow and
would bave missed the stable entirely
it the leadership had been hers. She
patted Blae gratefully on the shoulder
when she unsaddled him. She groped
with her fingers for the wooden peg In
the wall where the saddle should hang,
failed to find it and so laid the sgddle
down against the logs and covered it
with the blanket.

directed the man shortly, “Blue won't

| fight, and 1 thivk the rest of the horses

| nre in the other part. And come on to
the house."

It pleased her a little to see that he
obeyed her without protest, but she
wins not so pleased at his silence, and
she led the way rather Indignantly to-

| ward the winking eye which was the
cabin's window.

| At the sound of their feet on the
| wide doorstep her mother pulled open

| Jooking out with an anxlous look,

*1s that you, Billy Loulse? Oh, aln't
Peter Howling Dog with you?
mukes you so terrible late,
Louige? Come right In, stranger. 1
don't know your pame, but 1 don't
need to know it A storm ke this is

the Interduction a fellow needs, 1

.{ L]

It's much |

He snld sometlhing, but Bllly Loulse |

the door and stood fair In the light, |

“Just turn your horse in loose,"” she |

| day wuse it to pass through than the

What |
Billy |

|

| interfere with traffie, utility being the

| town where It is the only one and musg

“What about Peter? Billy Loulse |

asked. *“Isn't be here?"

“No, and he alu't been since an houy
or so after you left. He saddled up
nund rode off down the river, tu the res-
ervation, 1 reckon.”

The stranger introduces him-
self as Ward Warren, who has
a claim on Mill creek. Billy
Louise has had many day
dreams about a man bearing
that name,

(IO UE CONTINUEDL,)

iy destructive

CANNOT IMPROVE ON NATURE

Gardeners Are Inclined to Make So.
Called Improvements Which Ruin
Beauty of Landscape.

The poet Wordsworth wrote ! “Laying
out grounds, as it is called, may be
consldered ns a liberal art, in some
gort ke poetry and painting ; and its
object, ke that of all the lHbernl arts,
e, or ought to be, to move the affec-
tlons under the control of good sense,
If this be so when we are merely put-
ting togother words or colors, how
wuch more ought the feeling to pre-
vail when we are In the midst of the
renlitios of thing=: of the heauty and
harmony, of the Joy of happlness of
human crentures ; of men and children,
of birds nnd beasts, of hills and
strepms, and trors and flowers, with
the changes of night and duy, evening
and morniag, summer and winter, and
all thelr unwearled actlons and ener-
gleg,"

All those about to garden in rural
districts would do well to read the
foregolng severul tlmes If exiensive
changes nre contemplated, says the
Los Angeles Times, All too many
view the natural landseapes as some-
thing to be obliterated, overcome, or
suhidued ; whereas, quite to the con-
trary, It generally needs assistance
and accentuation to bring out still
stronger its best natural features. Too
much destroction s visited upon the
fuir face of nature when man come
mences his so-called improvements,

HHillg are eut down, canyons and hi
lows filled, trees and shrubs uprooted,
arcas burned over, all not only un-

necessary but nbsolutely rulnous te
notural beauty and constituting moral
criminality that by righis should be
punishable by laws almed to protect
primal bénuty agalnst the machina-
tlons of the vandal, man. Too often
the beauty spoller uproots a fineé na-
tive tree or ghrub to make room for &
poorer one from Tehuantepee or Tim-
buctoo, ignorant, evidently, that he has
made a very poor exchange and pald
money for the fancied privilege of do-
jng =0, We need o eampnlgn of edu-
eatlon that hé who now destroys wil
recognize that if he lived a thousand
years and spent fortunes he could
never improve upon what nature has
glven us except by alding and adding
and never by destroylng and recon-
structing. Landseape gurdening has
rightly been called “the art that doth
mend nature

WILL ADOPT ENGLISH PLAN

Syndicate Proposes to Construct Large
Number of “Co-operative Homes"
in Pennsylvania City.

Plans are under way to construct at
least 1,000 homes In Marcus Hook,
Delaware county, Peunsylvania, One
of the most interesting of the projects
is for the construction of 67 houses on
a plen similar to that of the English
village of Chester. This plan 18
sponsored by a Philudelphia syndicate,
and the estimated cost is upwards of

250,000, According to specifications
the village will cenfer nt an intersec-
tion of two streets.

The proposed homes will be of the
type.-known as “co-operative homes,"”
sglmilar to those being bullt at Boarne-
ville and Port Sunlight, England. The
dwellings will be bullt of brick an
stucco, with sloping roofs and will be
get well back on lawns, At each of
the four corners of the four principal
resldentinl squares there will be a tri-
angular ghaped lawn with shrubbery
and flowers.,

Damage From Lightning Small.

The damage to property from lght-
ning 18 8o small that it Is almost neg-
ligible, in comparison to the damage by
fire of other origin. That modern
bullding construction mnkes the dan-
ger from lightnlng much less in the
cltles than it 18 In the country s the
contentlon of the Electrical Review,
which says that the metaliic roofs and
the steel thuat enters largely into the
congtruction of bulldings In the eltles
seem 1o rob the lghtning of most of
power, even if bulld-
ings are struck.

Passing-Through Parks.

Small parks In congested businexs
centers  are  necessarlly  “passing-
through” parks, Central Square in
Los Angeles is one of them, says the
Los Angeles Thines, More people @nch

total of those who merely lolter for a
whole month., For thdat reason no
Inndseaping should be done that will

first consideration, This is not neces-
sarily true of a small park In a small

serve all purposes.
Nut Trees Make Good Shade,

Nut trees make good shade; in the
flelds In groves they may becole
profituble, In the barn lot they serve
excellent purpose, and along the
they should nlways be

nn
rogdside
planted.

“Pea Tree™ For Garden.

The “pen tree,” botanleally knowin
as Caragonus arborescens, is describ
ed as a shrub worthy of place In any
garden, yet Its folluge I8 good fo#
browslng.




